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to   the   Editor: 


I  wish  that  all  common  conversation 

Were  more  like  letters  of  perfect  translation. 

I  could  then  place  each  word  in  its  correct  spot, 
Join  each  sentence  making  perfect  sense, 

And  I  could  proofread  every  thought 
Before  I  sent  it  to  someone  else. 

--Darrell    Stovall 


Sanctuary 


Drive  about  two  hours  north 
of  Atlanta  and  take  a  left, 
following  the  Chestatee  River 
over  two  hills  through  Dahlonega . 
Just  past  the  tourist's  town 
you  will  find  it  hidden, 
returning  to  it  not  by  any  map 
but  by  a  buried  migratory  route . 

You  will  know  you  have  found  it 
not  by  the  road -side  sign 
but  by  the  sound  of  water 
as  it  laughs  over  ancient  rocks. 
Without  thinking  about  it, 
you  will  roll  down  the  window 
and  listen  to  it  while  you  drive 
down  to  see  it  again. 

Drawn  by  sound  and  memory 
you  will  stare  at  the  falls 
and  for  a  minute  think  you 
have  gone  blind  at  its  beauty. 
This  is  always  your  first  stop 
when  you  come  home  to  sink  your 
toes  and  think  your  soul 
into  the  spring  rainwater. 

--Brad  Coltrane 
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Poem 


I  was  thirteen 

when  I  went  to  NYC 

and  discovered  girls 

knew  more  than  guys 

found  the  Empire  State  Building 

wasn't  as  high  as  my  dreams  and 

I  wouldn't  fall  that  far  if  I  failed 

subways  spoke  faster  than  they  moved 
Bloomingdale's  became  just  a  mall  in  one  store 
the  Statue  of  Liberty  was  dirty 
and  had  no  elevator 

--Holland  Hopson 
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CIGARETTES 

by  Amorak  Huey 


Marvin  cleared  his  throat  nervously.  Was  he  really  going  to 
do  this?  The  person  in  front  of  him  was  finished--it  was  now  or 
never.  Stepping  up  to  the  counter,  he  said,  "I  had  eight -fifty 
unleaded  on  pump  nine,  and  I'll  take  a  pack  of  Marlboro  regulars, 
please."  There.  He  had  done  it.  He  liked  the  way  his  voice  had 
sounded  asking  for  the  cigarettes.  "A  pack  of  Marlboro  regulars." 
Cowboy  cigarettes.  The  kind  only  real  men  smoke.  Marvin  watched 
the  gas  station  cashier  reach  for  the  cigarettes,  knowing  that  she 
had  some  respect  for  him,  knowing  she  was  impressed  because  he 
smoked.  She  probably  thought  he'd  been  smoking  since  he  was 
twelve . 

The  cashier  turned  and  tossed  the  pack  onto  the  counter. 
"That'll  be  ten-twenty-five."  As  Marvin  opened  his  wallet  and 
carefully  counted  out  eleven  ones,  she  pulled  out  her  own  pack  of 
cigarettes--Kool  Ultra  Lights--and  lit  one,  taking  a  long  drag. 
Marvin  handed  her  the  money.  Waiting  for  his  change,  he  looked 
closely  at  her  face.  The  cigarette  dangled  carelessly  from  her 
lips,  the  smoke  trickling  up  in  front  of  her  nose,  wafting  around 
the  contours  of  her  cheeks .  When  she  handed  him  the  three 
quarters,  Marvin  felt  the  cool  touch  of  her  fingers  brush  lightly 
across  his  palm,  sending  a  chill  all  the  way  through  his  body  and 
out  his  toes.  She  was  young  and  pretty.  Marvin  was  sure  she  went 
out  with  men  who  were  older  like  him,  men  who  smoked  Marlboro's. 
Marvin  imagined  what  those  men  were  like.  They  were  probably  dirty 
all  the  time  like  mechanics  or  machine  operators,  and  they  drove 
cars  like  Trans  Ams  and  Mustangs.  They  spit  and  swore  and  wore 
blue  jeans.  And  they  were  rough  in  bed--but  that  was  how  this  girl 
liked  it. 

Marvin  put  the  change  in  his  pocket  and  turned  to  go.  Before 
he  walked  out  the  door,  he  turned  and  looked  at  the  cashier.  She 
had  her  head  down,  reading  a  magazine.  He  said,  "You  have  a  good 
one  now."  He  watched  to  see  her  response.  "Have  a  good  one"  was 
something  he'd  seen  James  Dean  say  in  a  movie  once.  Or  maybe  it 
was  Clint  Eastwood.  Or  maybe  Marvin  had  just  made  it  up.  Anyway, 
without  looking  up,  the  girl  called  back,  "See  ya  later."  Marvin 
was  disappointed.  He  had  hoped,  scarcely  daring  even  to  hope,  for 
a  look,  for  eye  contact,  for  any  recognition  of  his  prestige  as  a 
smoker  of  Marlboro's. 

He  didn't  open  the  pack  until  he  was  in  his  car  and  pulling 
out  of  the  gas  station,  and  then  he  opened  it  slowly.  Pulling  the 
little  plastic  string  to  remove  the  outer  wrapper,  he  put  the  pack 
to  his  nose  and  took  a  long  sniff.  The  tobacco's  pungent  odor 
pleased  him.  It  was  a  smell  of  cowboys  wearing  dusty  leather,  of 
construction  workers  in  hard  hats.  Marvin  imagined  himself 
climbing  off  his  horse  after  a  hard  round-up  or  putting  down  his 
sledge  hammer  after  a  twelve-hour  day,  lighting  a  cigarette  and 
relaxing.  The  thought  sent  delicious  chills  down  his  back.  He 
smelled  the  cigarettes  again. 
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Marvin  pulled  a  single  cigarette  out  of  the  pack,  admiring  its 
perfection,  its  cylindrical  shape.  He  tucked  it  between  his  first 
two  fingers,  watching  his  own  actions  with  admiration.  Then  he 
realized  he  didn't  have  any  way  to  light  the  cigarette.  He  was  an 
idiot.  What  kind  of  cowboy  would  forget  his  matches?  Maybe,  just 
maybe,  there  were  some  in  the  glove  compartment.  Pulling  up  to  a 
red  light,  he  leaned  over  to  look.  Digging  through  the  old  maps 
and  repair  tickets,  he  knew  he  wouldn't  find  any  matches,  but  he 
kept  looking,  just  in  case.  There  were  none.  Marvin  sighed.  What 
now?  He  would  have  to  find  another  gas  station  and  buy  a  lighter, 
which  he  didn't  really  have  time  for.  Marvin  was  on  a  tight 
schedule- -he  had  twenty  minutes  to  get  back  to  the  office  for  a 
meeting  with  some  potential  clients.  But  without  a  lighter,  his 
cigarettes  were  worthless.  He  grinned  sickly.  How  ironic--his  one 
attempt  at  rebellion  was  shot  down  for  want  of  a  lighter. 

A  lighter.  That  was  it.  Of  course.  How  stupid  could  he  be? 
There  was  a  lighter  staring  him  in  the  face,  set  into  the  dash  of 
his  car.  His  wife  hadn't  wanted  it  there,  but  the  dealer  had  said 
it  would  be  more  expensive  to  take  it  out  than  to  leave  it  in.  His 
wife  had  said  it  would  encourage  guests  to  smoke  in  their  car.  He 
could  hear  her  now,  spouting  the  dangers  of  second-hand  smoke. 
That  was  his  wife's  big  crusade.  She  was  always  telling  people  to 
put  out  their  cigarettes  in  restaurants,  in  theaters,  in  the 
grocery  store,  wherever  she  happened  to  be.  When  she  went  into  one 
of  her  tirades,  Marvin  usually  stood  silently,  helpless  against  her 
power,  embarrassed  at  his  own  weakness. 

But  now  it  was  his  turn  to  be  in  control.  He  reached  forward 
and  pressed  in  the  lighter.  He  hoped  it  worked.  This  was 
certainly  the  first  time  it  had  been  used.  He  picked  up  the 
cigarettes  again,  smelling  them,  then  wondering  if  his  wife  would 
notice  any  odor  left  in  the  car.  He  decided  not  to  worry  about  it. 
He'd  roll  down  the  windows  and,  if  she  complained,  tell  her  that 
his  boss  had  been  smoking  in  the  car  on  the  way  to  the  meeting.  He 
knew  his  wife  wouldn't  put  up  with  that,  but  at  least  she'd  believe 
it.  He  couldn't  worry  about  that  now.  What  kind  of  cowboy  let  his 
wife  stop  him  from  smoking? 

The  click  the  lighter  made  when  it  was  ready  startled  him.  He 
pulled  it  out  of  the  dash,  hoping  that  it  worked,  and  sure  enough, 
the  metal  tip  was  glowing  red.  He  put  the  cigarette  in  his  mouth 
and  drew  a  deep  breath,  placing  the  hot  tip  of  the  lighter  against 
the  tobacco.  A  burning  sensation  filled  his  mouth  and  throat,  and 
he  let  his  breath  out,  coughing.  Tears  came  to  his  eyes,  blurring 
his  vision.  The  acrid  taste  saturated  his  mouth,  biting,  burning. 
He  caught  his  breath,  fighting  the  desire  to  continue  coughing,  and 
took  another  drag.  What  the  heck.  He  was  in  this  now;  he  had  to 
finish  it.  But  the  second  drag  burned  as  badly  as  the  first  had. 
Choking,  gasping,  Marvin  flicked  the  cigarette  out  the  open  window. 
What  was  he  thinking?  He  couldn't  do  this.  His  wife  was  right- - 
smoking  was  stupid,  unhealthy,  dangerous.  Marvin  drove  on 
silently,  stunned  at  his  own  foolishness. 

He  clicked  on  his  turn  signal,  switching  lanes.  His  exit  was 
coming  up  soon.  Turning  back  to  the  road  in  front  of  him,  he 
noticed  again  the  open  pack  of  unused  cigarettes  lying  on  the  seat 
beside  him.   He  picked  them  up,  smelling  them  once  more.   The  odor 
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was  still  pleasant,  cowboyish.  Marvin  set  the  pack  down,  thought 
for  a  second,  and  picked  it  back  up,  pulling  a  cigarette  out.  He 
held  it  up  in  front  of  his  face,  examining  it,  considering.  He 
might  as  well. 

The  lighter's  click  didn't  scare  him  this  time.  Lighting  the 
cigarette,  he  took  a  deep  drag,  expecting  it  to  be  somehow  easier, 
better,  but  then  coughed  painfully  as  the  bitter  smoke  spread 
through  his  mouth  again.  He  laughed,  a  shrill,  high-pitched, 
maniacal  laughter.  "Just  another  nail  in  the  coffin, "  he  said 
aloud,  liking  the  sound  of  it.  The  phrase  seemed  exciting, 
dangerous,  adventuresome.  He  took  another  drag  and  laughed  again. 
He  was  really  doing  this.  He  was  smoking  cowboy  cigarettes.  He 
was  a  man. 

The  third  drag  did  him  in.  He  broke  into  a  fit  of  dry, 
hacking  coughs  that  shook  his  whole  body  with  pain.  That  was  it; 
he  couldn't  handle  any  more.  He  threw  the  lit  cigarette  out  the 
window  and  picked  up  the  rest  of  the  pack.  He  considered  the  pack 
a  moment,  thinking  of  cowboys  and  steelworkers,  of  the  girl  at  the 
gas  station.  His  mind  wandered  briefly  to  the  thought  of  the  girl 
in  bed  with  a  sweaty  mechanic;  he  returned  to  the  real  world  when 
he  saw  that  he  was  about  to  pass  his  exit.  Quickly,  he  put  on  his 
blinker  and  tossed  the  pack  out  the  window,  pulling  off  the 
freeway,  driving  back  to  his  office,  back  to  his  real  identity. 

The  pack  of  Marlboro's  struck  the  pavement,  bouncing,  tumbling 
over  and  over  in  the  wind.  Cigarettes  fell  out  and  rolled  on  the 
road,  free,  caught  by  the  breeze  of  the  passing  cars  and  carried 
temporarily.  Some  were  struck  by  speeding  tires  and  ripped  open, 
scattering  tobacco  in  little  whirlwinds  through  the  air.  Others 
were  carried  off  the  road,  falling  in  the  dead  grass  beside  the 
highway.  The  rest  remained  in  the  pack,  intact,  safe,  until  the 
pack,  too,  was  crushed  by  a  car.  The  car's  front  tire  flattened 
it,  and  the  breeze  from  the  back  tires  blew  it  onto  the  shoulder, 
where  it  lay  deserted  and  useless. 


A   Ladies    Ball 


One  by  one,  they  pass, 
Women  in  flowing  gowns, 
With  snowy,  cloth-covered  hands, 
and  pearlescent  eyes, 
They  dance  as  they  move-- 
So  smooth,  like  liquid. 
Their  lips  move  together. 
Creating  harmonious  song. 
Like  long  strips  of  silk, 
Their  hair  flows  and  waves 
As  if  to  say  good-bye. 

--Michael  H.  Witcher 
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oil  on  canvas  46  1/4 "x60" 


Coke  Morgan  Self  Portrait 
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As  I  Shifted  My  Weight  To  Relieve 

As  I  shifted  my  weight  to  relieve 
the  cramps  forming  in  my  toes 

from  my  borrowed  black  shoes, 
I  stared  out  at  the  box- -suspended 
with  gray  cords  and  silver  bars 

over  the  perfect  rectangular  hole 
And  thought  about  the  drop  of  sweat 
trickling  slowly  down  my  chest 

to  form  a  pool  in  my  bra. 

In  the  crowd  of  red-eyed  aunts  and  unknown  cousins 
familiar  only  in  the  family  photo  albums 

in  Grandmother's  spare  bedroom, 
And  in  the  low  rumbly  phrases  of  a  Lord's  Prayer 
that  Grandaddy  had  never  said. . .spoken  by 

a  preacher  he  never  knew, 
I  saw  him,  cigarette  in  hand,  and  heard  him  laugh 
And  knew  he  wished  we  would  all  just  leave  be, 

and  I  agreed. 

But  then,  funerals  are  never  really  for  the  dead  person 
anyway,  are  they? 

--Kelly  Hager 
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Oubliette 


the  blue-black  bloom, 

her  soft  breast 

like  a  bruised  plum-- 
the  dull  ache 
of  what  he  feels  like 
again. 
A  day  in  the  garden, 
a  boy  whose  sharp  teeth 
hurt  her  lips 
when  he  kissed  her. 
his  desire  was  mixed 
with  pain,   the  clench 
of  his  white  fingers 
in  the  heart  of  the  spring 
sun 

left  scarlet  stripes 
on  her  arms . 

--Kim  Witcher 
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photograph     4"x5   7/8"         Joan  Jacobs     Untitled 
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Over   the   Stones 


A  soft  breeze  shifts,  stirs  through  the 
trees,  tossing  golden  light  into  the 
hiding  places  of  shadows,  running  darkness 
to  its  death  of  light. 

Alone,  I  sit  in  leaf- 
guarded,  air-dappled 

silence 
A  stronger  breeze  whispers  threats 
through  the  lofty  branches,  playfully 
tugging  and  twirling  the  innocent 
leaves  (clinging  desperately  to  the 
branches,  their  loves) --spinning  shadows 
and  light  together. 

Alone,  I  lean  back 

onto  the  tree  behind 

me  and  gaze  up  into 

the  turbulent  air 

above . 
A  cold  wind  whips  through  the  branches, 
ripping  leaf  from  limb  and  tossing  the 
trees  with  nervous  ripplings,  swaying, 
swooning ,  swinging . 

Alone,  I  recline  onto 

the  mossy  leaf  carpet. 

staring  past  the 

crashing  canopy  above, 

past  the  gathering 

swirls  of  black  storm 

clouds,  past  the 

rumblings  of  threatening 

thunder,  I  gaze  into  heaven. 

There,  I  find  those  soft  blue 

eyes  gazing  back  at  me.   My 

only  security,  my  only  sanity, 

my  only  love 

whispering 

love 

through  the  wind. 
A  gale  rages  forcefully,  stomping 

vengefully  through  the  trees,  breaking  their  backs 
and  snapping  their  heads.   The  first  raindrop  of  the 
coming  torrent  falls --soon  to  wash  my  tear  stained,  streaked 
face,  my  glazed  eyes,  and  my  blood  over  the  stones. 

--Will  Smith 
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Pray 


The  autumn  breeze  caught  his  vision, 
floating  across  the  quiet  earth. 
The  savage  soul  felt  the  pulse 
beneath  his  legs 
above  his  head 

and  in  his  heart. 
His  feet  and  his  father's  feet 
both  knew  the  feel  of  this  ground, 
and  his  son  would  grow  up 
running  across  the  same  meadow. 

He  let  out  a  song  to  the  Spirit 
who  knew  his  prayers  and  answered  them, 
uniting  him  with  the  earth  and  sky. 
His  arms  the  branches  of  oak 

his  heart  the  heart  of  coyote 

he  stands  firm  like  the  badger 

and  still  like  the  clear  lake 
The  red  man  belonged  to  the  earth 
and  the  earth  was  his. 

Oh  Shoshone,  Arapaho,  Cherokee! 
Cry  for  Delaware  and  Pueblo. 
Mourn  the  passing  of  the  Sioux. 
Your  noble  castles  have  become 

tin  roofed  with  aluminum  siding. 
The  streams  which  gave  you  life 

are  now  damned  forever  dry. 
And  the  sons  and  daughters 
of  your  sons  and  daughters 

live  in  foreign  lands  removed  from  home. 

Pray  for  the  Ghost  Dancers 

that  the  spirit  of  your  mighty  warriors 

may  return  again. 
Pray  that  once  more  canoes 

will  cut  the  mist 

and  restore  the  lake. 
Pray  the  Great  Spirit  will  again 

make  man  one  with  the  earth. 

But  no  answers  come  for  the  prayers . 

The  Great  Spirit  is  elsewhere- - 
with  the  Shoshone,  the  Delaware 
and  the  Sioux. 

--Brad  Coltrane 
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photograph   6  1/2 "x9  1/2" 
Nina  Wins low  The  Old  Hands 
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more 


late  afternoon 

4  brown  leaves  blowing 

through  the  open  window 
to  rest  on  the  faded  blue  sheets 
tangled  on  the  floor 

Sleepy- 
he  takes  her  left  foot 
in  his  hand 

and  dreamily,  two  tiny 
ceiling-fans  spinning 
in  his  unclear  eyes,  says 
"your  big  toe 

is  shaped  like  a  space  helmet" 
yawns  and  turns  on  his  side 

--Kim  Witcher 
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Catching   a  Leaf 


Today- 
While  I  was  sitting 
At  a  red  light  in  my  car 
The  wind 

Brought  down  an  autumn  leaf 
Into  my  open  window 
And  sent  me 
Back  to  a  time  with 
Children  running,  children  laughing 
Calling  chasing  falling 
Leaves 
Searching  for  the  luck  promised  if  they  caught 

A  leaf. 

And  today 

I  (or  at  least  my  car)  finally  caught 

A  leaf 

And  I  smiled 

And  the  rest  of  my  day  was  lucky. 

--Amorak  Huey 
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Nauset    Light    Beach 


The  beach  has  always  been 

home.   When  I  was  eight 

the  boys  and  my  sister  and 

I  ran  to  the  water  each  summer 

morning,  feet  squeaking  on 

the  powdered  sugar  sand  while 

our  parents  played  Shanghai 

in  the  shade  of  the  patio. 

Now  we  kids  are  grown;  one  couple 

divorced,  one  stayed  together. 

The  sudden  silence  startles 

me  oceans ide  when  waves  breaking 

one  by  one  by  one  stop 

and  swell.   The  sea  gives 

just  enough  breathing  space 

to  show  me  the  sailboat 

so  distant  it  is  a  postcard 

of  itself.   Whitecaps  unroll 

before  a  sail-skirted  woman 

wading  in  the  foam. 

The  sand  here  is  golden  and  coarse 
like  memories,  the  air  so  thick 
with  them  I  can  see  strangers ' , 
each  one  setting  warm  and  round 
and  distant  over  the  dunes. 

--Heather  L.  Dunn 
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Juan  Moreno      Untitled 


The   Other  World 


When  sitting  down  here  at  the  pond. .. looking, 

the  trees'  reflections  on  the  ice-smooth  surface  of 

the  water 

resemble  a  sheet  of  glass  with  the  polished 

glaze  of  porcelain. 

It  is  as  shiny  as  a  chrome  fender  buffed  and  waxed 

300  times. 

There  are  areas  that  look  so  slippery, 

so  two-dimensional, 

it  is  as  if  another  world  rests  under  the  water's  surface. 

And,  the  trees 

at  the  baseline  of  this  bowl's  lid, 

reflect  downward  through  the  reflection  creating 

another  sky. 

I  can  almost  dive-in 

and  fall  skyward. 

--Stephen  F.  Hanson 
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Moderato 


We  teeter  between  lack  and  excess, 

Walking  the  thin  line  between 

Polar  extremes . 

On  one  side  is  the  terrifying  label  of 

Freak, 

And  on  the  other  is  the  perhaps  more  horrible 

Dull. 

The  two  extremes  are  wide, 

But  ours  is  narrow, 

Unstable  in  its  stability. 

We  painstakingly  plot  our  actions, 

Words , 

Thoughts, 

Appearances, 

In  order  to  stay  afloat  in  our  boat  of 

Normalcy. 

We  must  not  venture  onto  uncharted  ground 

Lest  we  lose  our  way, 

Unable  to  return  to  the  fence. 

Nor  must  we  stand  still 

To  brave  the  laughs  of  scorn. 

Therefore  we  plant  our  feet 

Carefully 

In  the  large  footprints  of  our  predecessors. 

--Wendy  Weather spoon 
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oil  on  canvas  22"x53"   each 
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Kiln 

by  Kim  Witcher 

"I  had  a  dream  about  God  making  the  universe,"  she  says, 
twisting  the  sheets  about  her  bare,  warm  body.  He  can  just  see  the 
darkness -obscured  outline  that  is  Laura,  huddled  on  the  left  side 
of  the  bed.  He  can  make  out  the  familiar  curve  of  her  shoulder  and 
the  long,  soft  hair  hanging  like  a  rope  over  it;  he  knows  what  it 
would  feel  like  to  stroke  it;  he  thinks  about  burying  his  face  in 
her  neck  and  pulling  the  jasmine-smelling  hair  over  his  ears.  He 
thinks  about  resting  his  lips  against  the  velvet  flesh  of  her 
breast,  closing  his  eyes,  going  back  to  sleep.  He  doesn't  want  to 
listen  to  her.   She  cries  too  much. 

"My  dream, "  she  says,  pushing  him  with  one  long  arm.  She  has 
very  dark  skin.  "I  can't  understand  it.  You  never  listen  to 
me... where  are  you?"  She  reaches  past  his  tousled  head,  ignoring 
his  moan  of  protest,  and  fumbles  with  something  on  the  night-table. 
A  match.  The  tiny  white  stick  scratches  feebly  at  the  black  strip 
and  gives  birth  to  a  tear-shaped  flame.  Laura  lights  the  fat  stub 
of  a  candle  next  to  David's  head.  The  gentle  flickering  of  the 
baby  fire  casts  a  dim  glow  on  the  two  of  them.  The  bedroom  is 
transformed  into  an  alien  place;  the  corners  are  hollow  and 
seemingly  endless,  a  circlet  of  space  surrounding  the  blue 
snowflake  guilt  is  frosted  with  yellow  light. 

Laura  curls  up  on  her  side,  away  from  him,  her  frizzy  hair  a 
nimbus  of  black  on  the  white  pillow.  David  looks  at  her,  resting 
his  head  on  a  crooked  arm.  He  can  see  the  two  brackets  of  irony  on 
either  side  of  her  mouth,  the  thin,  almost  imperceptible  lines 
under  each  brown  eye.  David  can  detect,  though  her  mouth  is  nearly 
closed,  the  one  tooth  that  sticks  out  a  little.  She  has  a  small, 
white  scar  on  her  chin.  Laura  is  older  than  David.  She  hugs 
herself  and  shivers  as  she  begins  to  speak.  She  closes  her  eyes. 
He  gazes  at  the  ceiling. 

"He  took  the  clay  from  a  great  red  pot;  the  paint  was  peeling 
off  the  sides.  First,  He  molded  the  coffee-colored  clay  into 
little  shapes  of  people.  He  painted  them  with  oils;  the  palette 
was  bigger  than  the  sky.  All  of  them  were  different.  God  was 
humming  something  under  His  breath;  the  words  were  beautiful.  I 
can  remember:  'The  tin  soldier,  the  glazier,  the  marble  being  cut/ 
a  queen,  a  princess,  a  knight/  a  fall  from  the  sky/  my  blazing 
star. . . . '  His  glass  hands  made  sparks  when  He  lifted  the  clay 
figurines  on  a  green-lacguered  tray  to  set  them  in  an  oven.  While 
they  were  baking,  He  took  out  of  a  giant  white  armoire  yards  and 
yards  of  black  velvet  which  He  arranged  carefully  over  a  big  space. 
He  made  the  earth  and  the  rest  of  the  planets  from  a  sphere  of 
molten  silver,  perhaps  six  inches  in  diameter;  He  took  a  chisel  and 
chipped  off  a  block  for  each.  God  slipped  a  bit  with  the  blade  and 
sliced  His  thumb.  The  oceans  were  the  tears  He  cried;  they 
overflowed;  the  shining  drops  crystallized  to  become  the  stars.  By 
that  time,  the  tiny  people  were  ready  to  be  taken  out.  Preoccupied 
with  nursing  His  hurt  finger,  God  was  not  attending  properly  when 
He  lifted  out  the  tray,  and  I  saw  it  begin  to  tilt  dangerously  to 
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one  side.  I  wanted  to  cry  out,  to  warn  Him,  but  I  could  not --one 
can  never  stop  what  one  sees  in  a  dream.  Two  of  the  clay  dolls 
slid  to  the  floor  and  shattered;  David,  they  were  you  and  me,  I  saw 
our  names  emblazoned  across  their  hearts.  I  woke  when  God  picked 
up  our  pieces  from  the  ground,  thinking  perhaps  He  could  glue  us 
together  again--and  shook  His  head,  and  let  us  fall." 

David  does  not  answer.  His  mind  is  far  away- -he  remembers 
being  six,  playing  by  himself  out  on  the  farm.  He  remembers  what 
it  felt  like  to  hold  onto  the  yellow  rope  tied  to  one  of  the  beams 
across  the  high  ceiling  of  the  hot,  musty  barn,  and  swing  out  over 
the  mountains  of  blond  hay.  He  remembers  being  breathless,  afraid 
to  jump,  afraid  he  would  land  on  the  hard  wooden  floor  instead  of 
in  the  hay.  He  remembers  the  thick,  rough  rope  biting  into  his 
hands,  the  whistle  of  the  air  in  his  ears  as  he  cut  through  it  like 
a  bright  new  sword.  And  finally,  he  remembers  letting  go, 
releasing  a  howl  of  joy  as  he  plunges  downward,  downward,  into  the 
sweet,  cool  hay,  filling  himself  with  it,  bathing  in  it.  His 
sister,  his  spouse.  He  wants  to  feel  that  way  again,  to  glide.  He 
does  not  notice  when  Laura  blows  out  the  candle. 

"I  love  you,  David,"  she  whispers. 

"Good  night,  Laura,"  he  replies. 
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photo-transfer,  graphite,  and  watercolor 

15    3/4 "x21    1/2" 
Will  Smith,  Jr.  Herald  of   the  Morning 
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photo-transfer,  graphite,  and  watercolor 
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Will  Smith,  Jr.  Herald  of   the  Evening 
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Insomnia 


I  situate  myself  between  the  mattress, 

Which  feels  uncommonly  stiff, 

Now  that  I  think  about  it, 

And  the  cool  sheet, 

Which  grows  hotter  by  the  moment, 

And  try  to  lull  my  mind 

And  body 

To  sleep. 

Every  two  minutes  or  Bo- 
lt is  strangely  easy 
To  lose  track  of  time-- 
I  flop 

Like  a  fish  on  sand 
Into  another  position. 
It's  strange- - 

Things  are  strange  at  night  anyway- - 
That  the  body  knows  which  way  to  turn. 
It  seems  right  for  a  while- - 
Who  knows  how  long?-- 
But  soon  becomes  wrong  again. 

Inside  my  mind, 

I  sing, 

Relive  moments, 

Pre-live  moments  of  the  uncertain  future, 

Ponder, 

Worry--  how  moronic! 

Sing  something  else-- 

Normally  a  tune 

Much  too  lively  for  lullaby, 

Try  to  slow  my  rapid-fire  thoughts 

Into  sleep, 

Plan, 

Wonder  why  I  can't  seem  to  drift  off... 

Now  I  am  too  hot-- 

I  untangle  myself  from  the 

Snaky,  now-hot  sheet 

Which  has  entwined  itself 

Ruthlessly 

About  me-- 

And  now  I  am  too  cold-- 

I  warily  pull  the  treacherous  sheet 

Up  to  my  chin  once  again- - 

And  now  I  am  comfortable, 

But  uneasily  so, 

Feeling  the  heat  lurking 

About  the  edges  of  my  body. 

Lying  in  wait 
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To  extend  my  sleeplessness 
With  its  burning  fingers. 

I  weigh  ponderously 

The  pros  and  cons 

Of  venturing  from  my  restless  bed 

And  trying  again  later. 

I  decide: 

I'll  do  the  only  noble  thing- - 

Arise  and  write  the  bloody  thing  down 

For  posterity. 

--Wendy  Weatherspoon 


photograph  4"x5  7/8" 


Gary  Ingram  Tube   Station,    London 


QUAD   Fall  1990 


27 


oil  on  canvas  48"x60 
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December 


your  silver  mist  flies  softly  before  you. 

you  were  drenched  in  blues ilver  rain, 
laughing  and 

so  free, 
you  sat  crosslegged  on  the  wet  grass 
(the  rain  falling  and 

illuminating  your  cool  face) 
touching  the  glittery  blades 
gently  with  your  sensitive  fingers 
you  made  them  move 

just  like  the  wind 
in  the  swaying  dark  trees 
that  strained  and  rose 
as  wild  horses 
toward  the  rushing  sky 
just  like  music 
and  i  will  never  forget 
my  love 

you  that  spring  day  in  the  shimmery  rain 
in  your  thin  white  shirt 
and  your  electric  bright  body 
moving  quick  and  leaving 

traces  of  light  behind  you  in  the 
vibrating  air 

your  natural  music 
echoing  and  glowing  in  expanding  circles 
and  the  cool  air  rushing  and  burning 
and  flowing  like  the  wavy  sea 
and  the  way  i  loved  you 
and  i  loved  you  and  i  loved  you 

--Kim  Witcher 
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March  Letter 


Winter  has  been  long  this  year. 

Curled  into  the  chintz  sofa  last  night, 

I  watched  the  sunset  ripple 

in  the  old  glass  of  the  solarium  and 

ate  the  season's  first  strawberries. 

Wanted  to  share  them  both. 

The  roses  will  bloom  soon 

here,  cool  petals  so  sunrise  dewy 

I  can  never  bear  to  cut  them. 

I  used  to  have  dozens 

of  them  all  the  time.   I  almost 

think  I  miss  the  roses  more 

than  the  lovers .   I  dried 

the  roses  you  sent  last  month 

hanging  by  the  window- -my 

first  to  keep. 

Early  this  morning 

I  dreamed  you  fed  me  strawberries, 

ice  cold  and  pucker  sweet  like  kisses, 

and  woke  alone 

but  happy . 

Two  o'clock  Sunday- - 
it  will  be  cold 
so  bring  a  jacket. 

--Heather  L.  Dunn 
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Cold   Snap 


My  best  friend  longs  for  wool 
sweaters  packed  away  in  another  city. 
He  dries  his  hair  and  tells  me 
he  needs  a  wife.   That  I  knew 

already.   The  first  cold  snapped  in 
last  night.   I  know  you  sent  it 
so  I  could  share  your  cider  even 
long  distance.   You  can't  fool  me 

anymore .   You  are  the  same  but 
older  and  so  am  I .   I  wondered  where 
my  red  slippers  went  when  you  left-- 
you  took  a  part  of  me  to  warm  your  toes . 

--Heather  L.  Dunn 
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The   Lesson 

by  Jay  Elmore 

The  house  that  I  grew  up  in  was  located  in  a 
neighborhood  that  used  to  be  the  whole  world.  It  was 
overrun  by  young  families,  each  with  at  least  two 
children  and  most  of  them  boys.  My  brother  and  I  were 
separated  only  by  two  years  and  the  rest  of  our  playmates 
were  all  about  our  age.  This  made  for  some  tremendously 
wonderful  games . 

We  played  most  of  our  games  in  the  woods  that  ran 
along  the  backs  of  our  houses .  Though  they  were  only 
thirty  yards  wide  and  spanned  only  five  or  six  houses, 
those  woods  seemed  to  run  on  as  an  endless  forest.  In 
the  summertime  they  would  grow  full  with  color  and  life. 
Branches  would  spread  open  with  green  and  foot-trodden 
paths  would  reappear  where  autumn's  leaves  had  covered 
them  up.  The  woods  behind  my  house  served  as  a 
battlefield,  a  bike  track,  a  place  to  stash  magazines 
(you  know  which  kind  I  mean) ,  and  eventually  a  perfect 
hidden  garden  for  my  brother's  marijuana.  I  just 
recently  discovered  he  was  quite  a  green  thumb. 

The  woods  were  separated  from  my  backyard  by  a  row 
of  railroad  crossties  that  stretched  the  length  of  the 
yard.  As  a  boy  those  crossties  were  the  line  I  crossed 
from  civilization  into  savagery.  And  as  I  look  back  now, 
I  can  see  they  were  a  barrier.  A  barrier  between  reality 
and  a  young  boy's  imagination.  I  would  enter  the  woods 
and  suddenly  transform  into  whatever  I  dreamed  to  be.  At 
one  time  or  another,  I've  been  everything  from  a  war  hero 
to  the  world-famous  dirt  bike  champion  of  the  whole 
universe . 

However,  more  often  than  not,  I  was  a  warrior.  The 
woods  played  the  part  of  the  battleground  and  the 
boundaries  ran  from  "Robby's  house  to  Daniel's  old 
house."  Once  divided  into  teams,  the  two  groups  split  in 
opposite  directions  only  to  later  meet,  pitted  in  savage 
combat.  Most  of  the  action  was  seen  on  the  mountain 
behind  Amy's  house  because  there  were  the  best  trails  and 
the  brush  was  thickest,  perfect  for  brutal  ambushes. 

All  day  long  we  would  run  through  those  woods 
dodging  branches,  jumping  creeks,  and  being  killed.  But 
that  was  all  right,  because  death  only  lasted  to  the 
count  of  one  hundred  (that  was  by  one's,  though). 
Besides,  death  is  part  of  war,  right?  Somebody  had  to 
die,  even  if  it  meant  dying  twenty  times  in  one  day. 
After  all,  we  had  to  save  the  world  f rom--uh--what  were 
we  saving  the  world  from? 

That  was  the  beauty  of  our  wars,  I  guess.  No  one 
had  to  be  saved  from  anything.  And  we  had  no  good  guys 
or  bad  guys.  We  were  equal.  And  no  one  ever  won  or 
lost.   The  goal  was  merely  to  survive. 
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I  remember  the  first  gun  I  ever  got.  It  was  a 
Christmas  present  that  had  lain  under  the  tree  shrouded 
in  mystery.  It  was  mysterious  mainly  because  my  brother 
and  I  had  matching  packages,  and  that  was  much  too 
uncommon.  When  we  tore  into  them  on  Christmas  morning  we 
found  matching  Daisy  single  pump,  single  shot  b.  b.  guns. 
Small  potatoes  compared  to  modern  artillery,  but  to  us, 
they  were  cannons ! 

We  quickly  dressed  and  scampered  onto  the  deck  out 
back  to  fire  the  first  rounds.  We  had  four  or  five 
aluminum  cans  as  targets  that  were  to  be  set  up  on  the 
crossties  across  the  yard.  As  we  darted  out  the  door  we 
heard  the  strict  command,  "Don't  fire  at  the  house,  the 
street  or  each  otherl"  My  brother  and  I  repeatedly  fired 
a  barrage  of  ammo  into  the  woods  and  repeatedly  missed 
the  cans.  With  every  shot,  the  distance  between  us  and 
our  targets  seemed  to  widen.  Gradually  we  became  more 
accurate  and  eventually  knocked  over  the  final  remaining 
can. 

I  set  my  gun  down  and  dashed  down  the  stairs  to  set 
the  cans  back  up.  With  one  can  back  in  place,  I  was 
setting  the  next  one  down  when  a  stinging  b.  b. 
ricocheted  off  my  thumb  knuckle  and  sent  me  on  a 
screaming  tangent.  My  father's  final  command  had 
obviously  been  ignored.  Well,  not  really.  He  had  said 
not  to  shoot  at  each  other.  My  brother  had  shot  at  the 
can- -only  he  missed- -and  hit  me! 

After  that  Christmas,  "army"  in  the  woods  took  on  a 
whole  new  meaning.  After  all,  before  I  had  used  plastic 
helmets  and  plastic  guns.  But  now  I  had  held  a  real 
weapon  in  my  hands,  and  even  had  been  the  victim  of  a 
very  real  wounding.  I  had  felt  the  cold  steel  press 
against  my  cheek  as  I  took  aim  and  had  felt  the  pressure 
of  the  stock  against  my  shoulder  as  I  fired.  I  had  seen 
the  target  come  into  my  sights  and  almost  immediately  had 
seen  that  same  target  fall  as  it  was  struck  by  my  blow. 
I  had  heard  the  dull  thump  of  the  gun  as  she  went  off  and 
had  heard  the  crack  of  my  bullet  piercing  the  can.  In  a 
sense,  I  had  felt,  seen  and  heard  power  as  I  knew  it. 
And  army  would  never  be  the  same  again. 

I  guess  I  was  eight  or  nine  the  summer  following 
that  Christmas.  The  woods  were  again  full  of  life.  Life 
like  birds  and  squirrels.  Let's  face  it.  Cans  as 
targets  can  only  be  so  difficult  and  eventually  grow 
tiring.  The  real  challenge  became  to  hit  a  target  that 
moved- -and  breathed.  So  with  gun  in  hand,  I  stepped  over 
the  crossties  and  right  into  Africa.  I  was  the  great 
white  hunter,  and  anything  that  flew  or  scurried  became 
the  hunted. 

I  stalked  the  wildlife  all  afternoon.  The  sun  was 
bright  and  its  light  scattered  through  the  tree tops  into 
little  strings  of  warmth.  Visibility  was  cut  to  a 
minimum  by  the  branches  and  shadows .  To  see  a  bird  was 
common.   To  get  off  a  shot  was  not.   They  failed  to  stay 
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in  one  spot  for  any  length  of  time.  And  even  if  they  did 
and  a  shot  was  taken,  it  was  off  the  mark  and  the  bird 
was  gone.  This  was  totally  different  from  army.  Totally 
different  from,  "Bang!   Robby,  you're  dead." 

After  trodding  around  in  the  woods  the  whole  day 
long,  my  discouragement  overwhelmed  me  and  I  began  to 
make  my  way  homeward.  I  exited  the  woods  empty-handed 
and  down-hearted.  I  had  given  up.  But  just  as  I  was 
about  to  walk  in  the  basement  door,  I  heard  something 
scampering  about  on  the  other  side  of  the  cars.  As  I 
rushed  over,  I  found  a  blue  bird  searching  for  berries  on 
the  ground.  My  heart  began  to  beat  hard  and  fast  within 
my  chest.  He  was  only  eight  yards  away  and  totally 
oblivious  to  my  presence.  My  excitement  took  over.  I 
could  barely  blink.  My  heart  .  .  .  faster,  harder.  I 
raised  my  gun  and  took  aim.  Suddenly,  I  felt  nothing. 
No  beating.  No  breathing.  I  squeezed  the  trigger.  The 
bird  jumped,  fluttered,  and  then  hit  the  ground.  I 
breathed  and  lowered  my  gun. 

Then  the  bird  began  to  sputter  in  the  grass, 
thrashing  all  about.  I  walked  over  and  stood  above  him. 
He  froze,  all  except  for  his  trembling.  I  could  see  my 
damage  now.  I  had  torn  his  wing  and  nicked  his  neck  just 
enough  as  to  open  a  bloody  wound,  but  not  enough  to  kill 
him.  There  was  blood  on  the  grass  and  the  leaves.  And 
the  blood  on  his  feathers  was  a  thick,  dark,  wet  red  that 
glowed  against  his  blueness.  I  now  feel  that  as  he  lay 
there  shivering,  it  was  more  from  fear  of  me  than  from 
pain. 

I  stood  over  him  as  if  I  were  waiting  for  something 
to  happen--and  I  guess  I  was.  I  was  waiting  for  him  to 
count  to  a  hundred  and  fly  back  into  the  sky.  But  I 
slowly  realized  this  would  never  happen.  He  was  a  real 
bird.  I  held  a  real  gun.  And  that  was  real  blood.  It 
was  all   real. 

I  then  knew  what  I  must  do.  I  cocked  my  gun  and 
pointed  it  at  his  shaking  head.  I  turned  my  head  away 
and  shut  my  eyes  tightly  together.  After  I  fired,  I 
heard  the  movement  in  the  grass  stop.  A  tear  squeezed 
through  to  drip  onto  my  cheek.  I  looked  back  down  to  see 
a  motionless,  limp  body  that  had  only  minutes  before 
danced  with  life.  That  first  tear  was  followed  by  more. 
The  excitement  I  had  felt  only  moments  before  was 
suddenly  replaced  by  a  mournful  guilt. 

Shovel  in  hand,  I  picked  up  the  bird  and  walked  to 
the  backyard.  The  ground  was  hard  and  chunky  as  I  dug  a 
tiny  grave  for  my  victim.  Still  crying,  I  gently  put  the 
body  in  the  hole  and  brushed  the  dirt  over  him.  I 
gathered  up  some  rocks  and  lined  his  grave.  His  burial 
was  complete. 

Many  things  have  changed  since  that  summer  day. 
We've  since  moved  from  that  neighborhood  and  it's  no 
longer  the  whole  world  to  me .  I  still  have  that  same  b. 
b.  gun,  only  its  barrel  has  rusted  and  lost  the  power  it 
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once  had.  What  was  my  first  gun  also  turned  out  to  be  my 
last. 

I  think  it  is  fitting  that  I  killed  that  bird 
outside  of  the  woods.  I  had  crossed  that  barrier  back 
into  reality  and  found  it  more  real  than  I  had  ever  cared 
to.  I  was  taught  a  great  lesson  that  day.  I  discovered 
that  death  was  very  real,  and  not  just  found  in  the  woods 
of  my  imagination. 


drawing  10  l/2"xl0  1/4"  Allen  Peterson  Untitled 
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things   glowing   green 

by  Amorak   fluey 

One  night  I  decided  to  go  to  bed  early.   I  lay  there  on  my 
mattress,  unable  to  sleep,  reflecting  on  the  world  and  life  in 
general.   The  soft  green  glow  of  my  combination  alarm-clock-radio 
reminded  me  of  the  time  when  I  was  little  and  fell  off  the  ladder 
trying  to  pick  an  apple  out  of  reach.   Then  as  I  lay  there  in 
pain,  I  thought  of  a  lie  to  tell  my  mother  who  had  told  me  not  to 
climb  the  ladder.   I  told  her  an  apple  had  fallen  on  my  head  and 
made  me  knock  the  ladder  over  on  myself .   I  think  she  knew  I  was 
lying,  but  she  took  me  to  the  hospital  anyway.   The  doctors  and 
nurses  were  all  wearing  white.   They  fixed  my  arm,  which  was 
broken,  then  they  put  me  to  bed.   The  button  beside  my  bed  to 
call  the  nurse  if  anything  hurt  in  the  night  glowed  green  just 
like  my  alarm  clock  did  one  night  when  I  decided  to  go  to  bed 
early. 
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oil  on  canvas  36  l/4"x42   1/2' 


Mercedes  Johnson  Untitled 
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Red   Dress 


for  my  mother 

I  will  always  be  too 

young  to  wear  black  in  your 

eyes .   I  used  to  measure 

love  in  hours  spent 

sewing  dresses --the  later 

the  better.   The  brighter 

the  better.   Little  girls  don't 

wear  black.   (Except  patent  leather 

shoes.)   I  still  wear  the  green 
velvet  you  made  three  years 
ago.   It  doesn't  seem  that  long. 
For  my  twentieth 
birthday  you  promised  me 
a  dress --red.   And  if 
you  make  it  past  midnight 
I  will  wear  it  forever. 

--Heather  L.  Dunn 


Souvenirs 

by  Michael   Witcher 

You  know  the  feeling. 

Everyone  experiences  that  one  event  that  ruins  their  lives, 
and  that  event  inevitably  occurs.   This  must  have  been  my  day. 

There  is  one  thing  that  anyone  who  knows  my  father  can  name  as 
his  most  treasured  possession. 

You  see,  my  grandfather  died  a  little  over  a  year  ago.  Over 
the  years  before  his  death,  he  and  my  father  had  managed  to  mend 
their  relationship,  which  had  fallen  apart  during  my  Dad's  parents' 
divorce. 

My  grandfather  died  as  he  was  backing  out  of  the  parking  lot 
of  the  retirement  building  where  he  lived.  Dad  was  devastated,  but 
he  never  really  let  anyone  know  just  how  badly.  That's  the  way  my 
Dad  is,  and  that  may  be  why  Granddad's  1970  Chevrolet  Chevelle  with 
a  350  engine,  four  barrel  carburetor,  and  chrome  trim  meant  the 
world  to  my  Dad.  It  had  been  my  Grandfather's  prize  possession, 
too. 

I  have  never  felt  comfortable  using  anything  that  meant  this 
much  to  someone . 

And  I  never  wanted  to  use  this  car. 

But  after  wrecking  my  car  only  two  weeks  ago,  I  didn't  exactly 
have  room  to  ask  for  my  preference.   I  don't  imagine  my  father  had 
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many  choices  either.  I'm  sure  he  knew  better  than  to  lend  me  this 
car,  but  he  probably  figured  that  no  one  has  two  wrecks  in  two 
weeks . 

GONG!   Wrong  answer. 

I  wasn't  driving  recklessly  when  we  hit —  already  you  can  see 
that  I  wasn't  myself  this  morning.  The  woman  I  hit  just  happened 
to  be  in  my  blind  spot  (You  know,  that  inverted  Bermuda  triangle 
from  which  cars  mysteriously  appear)  .  The  next  thing  I  knew,  there 
was  a  crunch,  sort  of  like  when  the  dentist  mashes  a  metal  filling 
into  your  teeth. 

She  didn't  have  insurance.  Not  that  it  matters  when  you  bash 
them.  And  I,  being  the  brilliant  fool  I  am,  realized  that  my 
insurance  would  cancel  me  and  send  me  to  that  Siberian  hell  that 
insurance  agencies  send  people  like  me. 

That's  why  we  didn't  call  the  police — instead  we  exchanged 
names  and  phone  numbers . 

I  drove  on  to  the  body  shop,  this  time  driving  recklessly.  I 
figured  I'd  done  all  of  the  damage  to  my  life  that  anyone  could  in 
one  day. 

So  here  I  sit  in  the  body  shop,  praying  that  somehow  the 
smelly,  dirty  guy  I've  had  to  talk  to  for  the  last  two  hours  will 
find  parts  for  a  197  0  model  car,  knowing  he's  going  to  rape  my 
checkbook. 

My  father  doesn't  know  about  the  wreck. 

And  he  won't;  at  least  not  until  I'm  married  with  children, 
and  living  in  another  country. 

This  is  one  of  those  stories  that  I'll  tell  my  children  some 
day. 

They  should  never  worry  how  I'll  react  to  their  mistakes  nor 
wonder  which  means  more  to  me,  a  possession  or  them. 

I  wonder  if  my  father  would  agree. 
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linoleum  block  print  9   l/4"xl2   1/8" 
Tracy  Thomas  Bovine  Mates 


photograph  8"xl0" 
Juan  Moreno  Untitled 
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Unheard   Cry 


A  rabbit  that  dies  on  the  side  of  the  road 

Never  knows  the  true  meaning  of  home . 

It  lies  helpless,  abandoned,  and  alone 

Searching  for  a  last  gleam  of  hope 

as 

cars  rush  by, 

uninterested, 

unknowing, 

uncaring. 

Paralyzed,  the  rabbit  jerks  its  eyes  hiding  an  internal  scream 

that  is  heard 

from  within 

its 

crushed 

voicebox. 

No  one  hears  it, 

no  one  sees  it . 

It  dies  halfway  on  the  pavement 

and  halfway 

on  the  grass 

frightened 

and  without  friends . 

--Stephen  F.  Hanson 
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it's  a  black  thing  you  wouldn't  understand 

For  just  one  day-- 

I  would  like  to  cease  being  black 
Not  that  I  want  to  be  white  at  all-- 
but  I  would  like  for  more  people  to  see  me 
as  me 
instead  of 
black  me . 

I  don't  want  a  reminder  of  how 
important  it  is  to 
people 

to  know  just  what  color  I  am. 
For  just  one  day-- 
I  don't  want  to  hear 

a  casual  joke, 

a  racist  remark  or 

just  give  us  essentially  the  black  viewpoint 
For  just  one  day-- 
I  don't  want  to  see 

the  looks  of  surprise,  shock,  undue  interest,  and 

outright  hostility 

(among  other  things) 
I  just  want  to  be  me-- 
instead  of 
black  me. 

--Erica  Walker 
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linoleum  block  print  10  l/8"x  12" 
Sallie  Allen  Untitled 
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linoleum  block  print   11  l/4"xl2  1/8" 
Tracy  Thomas  Greedy  Fish 


Little   Minnows 


Recalled  from  childhood  fishing   trips  with  my  father   to   Torbert ' s 
Lake   in  Macon   County 

Looking  over  my  naked  shoulder 

I  see  my  father  up  the  hill 

Talking  with  the  old  man 

Who  sleeps  on  the  cot 

Smokes  cigarettes  with  long  brown  fingernails 

Sips  from  a  brown  paper  bag 

And  takes  up  money  from  anyone  who  remembers  to  pay. 

After  fishing 

I  roll  up  my  pants 

And  stand  in  the  boat  ramp. 

Crickets  toss  their  song  across  the  flat  surface. 

The  water  laps  against  my  legs 

As  I  stand  alongside  reeds  and  cattails 

Clicking  in  the  breeze. 

My  thoughts  wander  into  the  depths 

To  all  the  creatures  in  that  other  world. 

I  reach  my  hand  out  over  the  water 

To  make  some  kind  of  contact . 

Little  minnows  nibble  at  my  feet. 

--Prince  What ley 
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drawing  12"xl2" 


Michelle  Ladd  Untitled 


Montreal 


sparkling  white  wine 

and  rich  white  chocolate 

white  china-plate  skies 

over  the  chipped  white  of  frozen  water 

in  a  lake  near  the  snowy  white  slopes 

of  isolated  Switzerland 

the  glint  of  clear  white  diamonds 

delicate  white  lace 

on  hats  and  gloves  and  virginal  skin 

white  marble  floors 

a  fairskinned  woman  in  a  white  gown 

dancing  alone  in  bluecrystal  shoes 

transparent  white  powder  blessing  her  nose 

Stardust  smeared  whitely  across  the  night  sky 

and  in  the  early  morning 

whitegold  liquid  sun 

sweet  square  white  teeth 

between  blind  white  kisses 

--Kim  Witcher 
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Letter   to  my   grandmother 


You  couldn't  bear  to  leave  home 

to  go  to  Sweetbriar 

even  on  full  scholarship, 

so  you  got  married. 

You  cried,  homesick, 

the  whole  train  ride  to  D.C. 

with  your  new  husband. 

I  never  understood  that  story. 

Once  you  beat  my  father  with  a  broomstick 

until  he  bled 

for  getting  sand  on  the  fire  escape  stairs. 

I  never  understood  that,  either. 

You  have  held  us  each  in  your  lap 
with  fierce  elbows  and  soft  breasts 
and  rocked  us  wildly 
in  your  grandmother  love . 

You  tell  me  every  time  we  talk 

you  hope  you  are  alive  to  see  my  children 

and  my  sisters'. 

I  do,  too. 

Now  you  are  lonely 

but  you  don't  want  us  to  see 

how  the  chemotherapy  has  taken  your  eyebrows . 

You  are  much  more  than  eyebrows,  Carrie. 

Some  things  you  don't  understand. 

--Heather  L.  Dunn 
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Artists    and  Writers 

Sallie  Allen  is  an  art  major  from 
Atlanta  who  enjoys  illustration. 

Brad  Coltrane  is  an  English  major  and  political 
science  minor  from  Griffin,  Georgia  who  enjoys 
skydiving  and  writing. 

Heather  L.  Dunn  is  an  English  major  and 
French/art  minor  from  Huntsville.   She  plans 
to  continue  writing  and  edit  for  a  magazine 
in  the  future. 

Jay  Elmore  is  an  English  major  from  Birmingham 
who  enjoys  listening  to  music  and  plans  to 
go  into  journalism  after  graduation. 

Stephen  F.  Hanson  is  from  Albertville, 
Alabama  and  is  majoring  in  graphic  design. 
He  plans  to  become  a  commercial  artist, 
write  children's  books  and  be  a  cartoonist. 

Holland  Hopson  is  from  Huntsville 
and  is  majoring  in  music  composition. 

Gary  Ingram  is  majoring  in  psychology 
and  is  from  Petrolia,  Ontario,  Canada. 
His  favorite  writer  is  Henry  David  Thoreau . 

Joan  Jacobs  is  an  English/art  major 
from  Birmingham  who  enjoys  reading 
and  traveling. 

Mercedes  Johnson  is  an  art  major 
from  Birmingham  who  likes  listening 
to  music  and  plans  to  be  a  farmer 
in  the  future. 

Ann  Mazzanovich  is  an  art  major  from 
Prat tvi lie,  Alabama  who  likes  life  and 
doing  needlepoint. 

Juan  Carlos  Moreno  is  a  French/history 
major  from  Birmingham  who  enjoys  playing 
the  guitar  and  making  photographs. 

Coke  Morgan  is  a  music  and  theatre  major 
from  Knoxville,  Tennesse.   He  plans  to  become 
a  performer  on  Broadway  upon  graduation. 

QUAD   Fall  1990  47 


Allen  Peterson  is  from  Decatur,  Alabama 
and  enjoys  playing  drums. 

Will  Smith,  Jr.  is  an  art  major  and  creative 
writing  minor  from  Natchez,  Mississippi. 
He  plans  to  go  into  communications  at  Carnegie- 
Mellon  University. 

Staci  Stafford  is  a  painting  major  from 
Mobile  who  enjoys  traveling. 

Tracy  Thomas  is  from  Birmingham  and 
is  a  business/painting  major.   She  is 
interested  in  African-American  literature 
and  plans  to  go  into  marketing. 

Narisra  Vanichanan  is  a  photography 
major  from  Birmingham  who  likes  reading, 
sleeping,  and  chemistry. 

Erica  Walker,  from  Atlanta,  is  a  math 
major  and  a  Spanish  minor.   She  plans  to 
teach  college  math  after  graduation. 

Wendy  K.  Weatherspoon  is  an  English 
major  from  Clarksville,  Tennesse. 

Prince  Whatley  is  an  English  major  from 
Auburn,  Alabama  who  likes  sports  such 
as  archery  and  hunting. 

Nina  Winslow  is  a  business  major  from 
Birmingham  who  likes  photography  and 
plans  to  go  into  advertising. 

Kim  Witcher  is  an  English/Spanish 
major  from  Birmingham  who  likes  to  read 
and  watch  films. 

Michael  H.  Witcher  is  a  political  science 
major  from  Mountain  Brook,  Alabama.   He 
likes  acting  and  the  outdoors  and  plans 
to  go  into  television  in  the  future. 
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